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there in Helen's room, where they could not possibly come, I

was off the lounge like a flash, standing in the middle of the room

with my ears and tail up, looking for the rats. I didn't see anything

so very funny about it, but they all laughed as if they would hurt

themselves; so I just crawled under the lounge, and would not

come out again until they were all gone and Sarah was settling

up the room for the night. I don't think it is polite to laugh at

people right to their faces; and yet I do believe,. if I must be

laughed at at all, I would rather have it to my face than when

my back is turned.

The next morning, after we had kept Madame's birthday, Mr.

Rob told the sweet sister that he wished her to. take a walk with

him; and he walked us-for of course I went too-straight to the

.pump-man's house and paid him the rest of the money for the well.

" Where did you get it, Rob?" said the sweet sister as we

walked home.

" From an obliging editor;" said Mr. Rob, laughing; "I've sold

several things lately. That was where mother's present came from

too. The next I get I am going to send something down for Helen.

It's just the stuffed back and arms of a chair, and you put it on the

bed, and it's heavy enough to keep in place and be leaned against:

it's like sitting up without the trouble of getting out of bed.

I think I should quite like one myself."

" You behave as if you wouldn't like anything for yourself," said

the sweet sister, giving his arm a squeeze; "you go without every-


